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POPULAR LEGENDS OF THE SOUTH— No. V. 

CARRIG-CLEENA. 

" Heaven taught poets know 

The spiite that sought his cl.isp and kiss, 
Had borne liim off Irom human wo. 
To sliare her own immortal bliss." 

Manttscript Pismn, 

In the parish of Glantami, and three miles north-nest 
of the town of Mallow, in tlie midst of a wild tract of 
country, appear certain mcks of a strange and romantic 
appearance. The dark green drapery of tl)e creepingr 
ground-ivy, shades the time-bleached sides of those masses ; 
and the lighter tint of tlie tall fern si)ringing from their 
<leep interstices, marks their different compartments with 
many a Ime of green. These rocks lie circularly on the 
plain, and in the centre rises one towerinif over the rest, 
as the graceful heighf of the pine looks proudly down on 
its humble fellows of the forest. Its almost inaccessible 
top is perfectly level, and covered with a carpet of vtrdant 
green. At the base of its northern side lie huge stones, 
which some giant arm seems to ha\e hurled conlusedly 
around ; for, from the perpendicular smoothness of the 
ades, and the table-like flatness of the surumit, they could 
not have fallen down from the rock. Inside these frag- 
ments of granite, and level with the plain, yawns a wide 
opening in the rock. This entiauce i-^ softly shaded by 
the briery branches of the wild rose, and leads, according 
to the current opinion, to a spacious vault within; and 
some who have climbed to the top, have found it resound 
deep and hollow, to the stamp of their foot ; but the most 
adventurous never essayed to explore its inner secrets. A 
large hawthorn which opens its fragrant white blossoms in 
this romantic solitude, is tenanted by the wild thrush that 
pours his song of beauty to the echoes of the rock. In- 
deed, this seems to be the farourite haunt of the genius 
0^ music. Some unseen songster from the green summit 
of the rock, is often heard to blend strains of melting 
harmony with the wild warblingr of the thrush. The cow- 
})oy, as he whistles his herd over ihe neighbouring pas- 
tures to the milking-bdwn, as the gentle summer evening 
is throwing her russet mantle over the green bosom of the 
land, frequently hears, in this fairy haunt, the music of 
some unknown instrument, whose thrilling vibrations, sus- 
])ending every si>nse but that of hearing, depii\e the 
limbs of motion, and bind the entranced soul in the magic 
links of harmony, until the wild strain is hushed, and si- 
lence reigns around. 

The land immediately surrounding this haunted rock, 
has been, time out of mind, deemed consecrated ground. 
Never did the profane hedging-bill of the peasant, in- 
vade its time-honoured shrubs ; the spade of the husband- 
man never wounded the holy glebe , and though modern 
improvement is rapidly changing the harsh features of this 
rough district, cultivation has not yet dared to obtrude 
where superstition guards her ancient right — ^for tradition 
relates that this is the favourite abode of Cleena, a bene- 
volent genius— hence the haunted rock, so famous in lairy 
lore, has obtained the name of Carrig- Cleena. 

The untaught peasants of the surrounding country, 
have ever regarded Cleena as their benefactress. The 
rustic of the present day, affirms that in her neighbour- 
hood, no cattle die from the malignant influence of the 
evil eye, or the mischievous power of the unfriendly spirits 
of air ; and that her goodness preserves the harvest crop 
from the blight which lays prostrate the farmer's hopes, 
when beings unfriendly to man appropriate to themselves 
the produce of his fields. The peasantry seem to be the 
children of her peculiar care : irequently she has been 
known to veil her celestial beauty, and attired in the 
ho rely garb of the country, announce to some night wan- 
derer the expulsion from her confines of the evil spirits 
of the north, and the consequent abundance of a plenti- 
ful harvest. 

On tte borders of the Shannon, in the County of Li- 
merick, resided a youthful chieftain, one of the Geral- 
dines, the remains of whose castles along the banks of 
that Idng of Irish streams, even yet frown defiance on the 
dashing waves below. He was skilled in all the accom- 



plishments deemed necessary in that age of chivalry in 
which he lived. Brave as those daring adventurers frDm 
whom he claimed descent, and hospitable and generous 
as the ancient chieftains of the land, his perfections were 
the theme of many a harp-striking minstrel. The princely 
chief himself was a bard of the first eminence, and hie 
early taught his harp to breathe, in ardent strains, the 
charms of Ellen O'Brien, She was the only daughter of 
one of those unfortunate chiefs whose possessions sunk to 
insignificance, and whose power crumbled to dust before 
the prevailing foitune of the Saxon invader. Fitz-Gerald 
saw the beauteous Ellen — and loved ; nor was his passion 
unregarded : his splended accomplishments and noble 
mien — the soft music of his harp, and tender lay of love, 
all stole to the heart of the interesting girl, and Ellen be- 
held in the enemy of her name and race, the only b«ing 
whose idea twined like a magic spelt round her heart 
and brain, and without whom this earth and its enjoy- 
ments seemed but a dreary void. 

Tradition records that Cleena beheld this favoured 
youth : and that gifted being, before whose knowledge 
tne secrets of the earth lay unlocked, bent to a superior 
power, and obe^ed that magic tpell which, in the .olden 
day, it is said, diew eiring angels fiom their sphere, to bask 
in the beauty-smiles of the daughters of Adam. She 
lo>ed Fitzgerald, and resolved that he should share the 
splendours of her unseen hall, and the greatness of her 
))ower. Upon a festival day, when the proud and noble of 
the land were assembled at " tilt and tournay," a dark cloud 
descended on the plain, and enveloping young Fitzgerald, 
bore him from the held. He disa]ipeared — no trace of 
him could be found; the various messengers who sought 
intelligence of him returned weary from th^ar fruitless toil. 
Days and months rolled away in rain expectation , and 
the most incredulous, at length, believed that a superna- 
tural power hid borne the chieftain away, and that he re- 
mained the slave of enchantment in some unexplored re- 
treat impervious to mortal feet. 

Of all that mounted this strange and melancholy circum- 
stance, none felt more intense sorrow than Ellen O'Brien. 
When his followeis ceased to seek their master — when 
every mouth forgot the hopeless inquiry, she departed pri-. 
vately from the Home of her childhood, r>^solved, with that 
tenacity of passion v, hich belongs to the true and stunless 
heart oi woman, to find her lover or perish in the attempt. 
In a rocky gltn, in Kerry, where resided a wizard, who 
held stiange and unutterable communings with beings of 
another lite, she learned that Cleena had conveyed her 
lover to her favourite residence in the county of Cork. In 
the decline of Autumn, Ellen O'Brien reached Carrig- 
Cleena, her hair fioatiug wildly in the fitful breeze, her 
garments torn by every shiub and bramble, and her feet 
bleeding from the roughness of the path. In her native 
tongue, that language of life and feeling, she poured the 
extemporaneous eiiujions of hei love-lorn heart in harmo- 
nious verse. She feelingly depicted__their unquenchable 
loves, thtir early vows of plighted faith, and the assurance 
she received that the object of her pursuit was detained in 
this enchanted rock. She appealed to Cleena's wonted 
kindness to the human race, and expressed her firm deter- 
mination to expire at the fool of that rock, the echoes of 
w hich should bear her final groan to the faithful youth 
whose eternal constancy, she knew no power of earth or 
air could destroy. 

The legend tells that Cleena, moved by Ellen O'Brien's 
matchless fidelity, and won by the beauty of her person 
and the mournful melody of her persuasive song, gave the 
captive lover to the arms of his faithful maid. They de- 
parted together. The nuptial tie jt^ned the hands of 
those whose hearts were long united ; and they became the 
parents of a numerous and happy ofi'spring. 

E W. 
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